Gi UPON THE LATE 


T2 | . 5 "5 
"AND OF THE DEATH "Y 
OF HIS e 


HIGHNESSE 


Enſuing. the ſame, 
By Ms: Waller. 


ESD. mult refigne ; Heaven His great Soul do's claime = 
\ % |In ttormes as loud, as His Immortal! Fame;  ® 
=\V V/2 8 His dying groanes, his laſt Breath ſhakes our Iſle, © 
GnS2te And I recs uncut fall for His Funerall Pile, - © 
\bout his Pallace their broadroots are toſt 
Into the aire ; So Romulus wa$ lolt : 
New Romein ſuch a Tempeſt mist her King, 
And from Obeying fell to Worſhiping. 
On Oetastop thus Hercules lay dead 
With ruin'd Okes, and Pines about him ſpread ; 
Thoſe his laſt fury from the Mountaine rent, 
 Qurdying Hero from the Continent 
Raviſh't whole Townes ; and Forts from Spaniards reft 
As his laſt Legacy, to Britta left, _ 
 TheOcean which ſolong our hopes confin d 
Could give no limits to His vaſter mind ; 
Our Bounds #n/argment was his lateſt toyle ; 
 Norhath he left us Priſoners toour Iſle ; 
Under the Tropick is our language ſpoke, 
And part of Flanders hath receiv'd our yoke. 
From Civill Broyles hedid us diſingage, 
Found nobler objects for our Martiall rage, 
And with wiſe ConduF to his Country ſhow'd 
Their ancient way of conquering abroade : 
Ulngratefull then, if we no 'Teares allow - 
To Himthat gaveus Peace, and Empire too, «* 
Princes that fear d him, grieve, concern'd, to lee 
Nopitch of glory from the Graveis free. 
- Natureherſelte tooke notice of His death, 
And ſfzghing ſwel'd the Sea, with ſuch a breath 
That to remoteſt ſhares her Billowes rould, 
T happroching Fate of theirgreat Ruler told. 
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